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[Exeunt PRINCESSES. The orchestra plays as the HERMIT walks up
and down the stage. When it stops, he has arrived back at his
hermitage. Enter DAYWAGONBAN.]

DAYWA. My learned and pure master that always shows me the path
of knowledge, hermit wlio leads me away from the path of suffering
what ails you? Why have you walked back to your monastery in sweat
and with bursting breast? This is indeed strange! Please tell me all
about the happenings of the morning, my honourable tutor.

HERMIT. I will tell, open your golden ears, my princely pupil.
Near the victorious city of Thiyizayya, I saw the two emerald-buds,
the Princess Minkissa, and her younger sister, Maria. I was struck by
the faultless beauty of Minkissa, and I became dazed with desire. I
lost my supernatural power of flying, as my mind became impure. So
I had to return here on foot.

DAYWA. Master of the peaceful hermitage, hermit that seeks the
way to Nirvana, I did not think that a maiden could be so beautiful.
Will she make a suitable queen to share my throne ?

HERMIT. Pupil, prince, have no doubts as to her beauty. Your
imagination cannot create her picture in your mind; wait till you see
her for yourself. Her beauty was great enough to create in me impure
desires which caused me to fall from the sky. She is indeed a very
suitable princess for you, my royal pupil,

DAYWA. Come, I am sixteen, I have attained manhood. My glory
shines as rubies, my power glows as diamonds. I am a man, I will
get what I want. I will use my thunder, I will cast my net, and the
princess shall be mine. This ogre, this Daywagonban, this man of
prophecy, this feast of victory, this conqueror of all opposition, this
prince will surely conquer the emerald Minkissa, my princess.

[Exeunt.]

SCENE 8

Enter HERMIT and DAYWAGONBAN. Enter ogre ministers. The
royal uncle is dead^ and the throne of the ogres awaits the return
of DAYWAGONBAN. He bids farewell to the HERMIT, zcko leaves
the scene. In outline only.

DAYWA. I shall soon be crowned king of the ogres. But I cannot
ascend my throne without a consort, for a king must have a queen to
give glory to his kingdom. If I were to rule without a queen, other
kings would laugh at me, blame me. My carriage, my flag, my crest
would look faded and colourless. As a pleasant pond needs golden